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! Let Us Be Honest}-

By Rev. Thomas B. Gregory

Coprright. 108 v The Press Publishing Co. (The New Tark Brealng World )

We Are Masqueraders—Peering at Each |
Other From Behind False Faces, and
Hiding Our True Selves

MPRNING paper recently came out with the following headiiae in big

letters—"Why Not e Honest?

Yes, why not?T There are many people with whom univereal hon-
esty Is & “consummation devoutly te by Wished.”
Why not Tive the truth instead of deing hypoorites and lara? Why not
key one's whole being to the music of & Wimple, whole-heartad sincerity?
Won't somebady al onte begin the most worthy business of being four-

rquare with the world?
It is high fime that something was

fre the ancient, If not homorabls, programme.
It was my groat good fortuns to know the Wte James G. Blaine, “eof

AMaine” and one day be aaked me what
soge in all literature. 1 gove him my

me what he considered the most remarkable passage. His reply cams in
ihe shape of the words that Shakespears put '

“As You Like 1t*;
“All the worl®s a stage,

And all the men and women mersly players”
*“Yea" ha added, with pathetic emphasis, “a great big masquernde”
Without admitting that I am sither a eynic or o pessimist, for I would
hats to think that [ was the one or the other, I felt that the statesman's
commant on Jaoques' dictum came pretty closs te hitting the pall squarely

on the head

For weal or for wos, the greater part of us are in the masquerads busi-
ness. The greal majority of the masquernders seem to enjoy the game,
while some of them despise it, and would be very happy to get out of It
But here we are with gur maska on, all tegged out in the most bewildering
and perplexing costumes, peering at one another through the slits In the
dough faces, and wondering who and what we are.

In polftics, in business, in soclety, and far too often in privats life, we
face to face and heart o heart, We seldom mest
upon the square. The real lfs, what thers Is, In
covered up under layer upon layer of artificiality, diplomacy, falsehood.

In a word, soclety, in all ‘its ramifications, is a liviag lie

are naver found
upon the level and

Every intslligent person knows L
ready to admit it

And so wa get bask Lo the wvery
honest?' It would be admirable to be

a while, we would not go back te the programmse of deceit and lea for any

consideration.

Supposs wé try . We can begin trainiog right mowl and with the
-rlh‘lafl.h.mm'._nnpmlh.mﬂl%ﬁntlnm

donqy to inaugurats a new departure

1 considered the most striking pas-
answer, and then asked him to tell

Inte the mouth of Juoguea In

le, and every fair-minded person In

pertinent gquestion: *“Why not be
honest, and I sm positive that, after

Here are somq kicks somt to The

interest you. You 1ill agree with many of fhese people. What's your kick?
Write it out and send & to the Kick Editor of The Evening World. Wri
also your opinion of what thexe other New Yorkers have 1o soy, .

Staten Island, Nev, 14, 1915

EAY,
!m h ple wh
s« & fine place, and the peo o
I'u there are 100 per cent Ameri-
cans, It people would coms down

od look It over would stop
eritioising. e BATLOR.

Werkinpmen's Wage.
Brookiyn, Nov. 14, 1918,
To Wea Kih Bt :

Some of these people seam to mu:}
that the workingman got his high|
wages first and that the high prices
come afterward. 1 want to remind |
1em that it happensd just the other
way aboul. Why begrudge the work.
jigman his §6 or §8 a day when he
carns It through honest hard work?

WORKINGMAN,
—
Tos Much of & “Lexary.”
New York, Nov, 13, 19198,
To the VKK Rditer:

Yea, 1 think I have a kick com!ng,
and a good mAny other peopls agree
with me, Luxury tax Is all right for
juxuries, but when It comen to paying
¢ luxury tax on eyegiasses I think
¢+ 'mething «hould be done.

The trouble witt us Americans is
(hat we are too sasy going. We talk
& loy, but do nothing. rnkn up!

= - - -
Suferera From “Gassing.'
New York, Nov, 11, 1919.°
T she KR Lditoe:

My kick ls that one that goes to the
leart of overy man and woman who
Hus seen our brave hoys fight through
tha war., A nephew of mino wua
anksed thees times and was invalided
home and discharged. But he is still
suffering from the gas and has goen
teying in valn 1o get Into some Gov-
crnment hospital ro[ntmtTrnkt.N: I:;
jimve that this justifies a Kic
part, Y KEDWARD GREENE.

ulimmraniee” for Apartment.
Neow York, Nov, 14, 1919,

To the “Eid" Editor: .

What will be the newast outrage
in ba trated by the parasitico
landlords? First, it la two months'
rent in advance, then rent incrénses,
and now thé payment of & money
guarantse In addition to all the rest

I recontly tried to lense an apart-
mant uptown. The landlord had just

Caggnight. 100, by The Proms Publishing Ou
(The Mew Yark Feeming World),
1. in connectlon with what indus-

try 4id Charles Sobwab

becoma
ent?
L By what m;mment is the Sues
Canal controlled
3. On what river was the bridge
whioh was guarded by Horatlo?
4 In what labDgusge was most of
New Testament written?
l Who is the Attorney General of

he United States?
1 l.%r whit metal is brass mostly
>

omposed ?
ml) gtm‘? the undofeated
n " on

| B W‘h: was speaker of the Houpe
for many years previous to Wilson's
election?

#. Of what kind of v:og are manle
cure sticks usually made

10. What 1y the name of the bons
botween the slbow and the shoulder?

1. What famous General sald “War
s HeN?"

12 In what sountry of South Amer-
foa are diamonds found?

ANSWERS TO YESTERDAY'S
QUESTIONS,

1, -Elbert; 2, mitrogen; & 110; 4
Deutschiand: 5, Villa; & Gowthals; T,

Is

—

Evening World to-day. um
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furry littde budger
How that badger did caper and
danced on a wide of & soroen.

on youT
“That goblin will dance on me.

will dance o ma!™ erled he.

Just as It had beent before.
“You little siily,” oried the Doys.

“Hush,” sald the third boy.
better get 0 work again”

“Oh, help! help!

When the priest sqw that he
he pegan to plan how he might get
by. "That ip my chanee”™ th
Tinker, come and soe what T have
have found. Tt is of no uwee to me,

naver touched It, bul put It on &

A Japaness falry tale told 1
Japan abd Chine. "

uxm Kidies:

Hitle g1l quaintly asied me in &
latter if ahe should "make up dreams,
storien, and posmas,’ neow that she
l.vlh-r n,

L. more,
Just this minute | made a list of

‘Iu

This Story of Love and Adventure the Days |
of the Conquest of the Desert Live Aglain

"‘Nabraghn, If 1 save your life will
you quit rustling oatila? You weren't
cut out for a thied."” .

WUl 1™ D—n me! Il be stralght
an' decont. I'll take & job ridin' for
you, stranger, an' prove jv"
“Cut him loose frota the others,™
#aid Hare. Ho scrutinlsed the line of
rustiers.  Several were masked In
black. "Take off those muska!"
“Na! Those men to thelr gravea
masked” Agaln the strange twinge
of paln crossed John Caldwell's face.
“Ah! I soe,"” exclaimed Hare. Then
1 "1 couldm't the
other man anybow: T don't know
him. But Mescal cap tell. He saved
her and I'll save him. But how?"

Every rustier, except the maaked
ones ytanding stern and silent, clam-
ored that he was the one 0 Dbe
saved.

“Hurry bick home,” sald Caldwell
in Hare's ear. "Tell them to fetoh
Moescal, ¥Find out and hurry back.
Time presses, The Mormons are
wavering. You've got only n few
winutes ' .

Hare slipped out of the crowd, sped
up the road, jumped the fence on the
ran, aod burst ia upon. the Bishop
and his family, .

“No danger—don't be alarmed—all's
well,” he panted. rustiors are
captured. | wunt Mescal, Quick!
Where |a she? Fetoh her, somabody.

One of the women glided from the
roomn. Hare caught the elicking of &
latoh, the closing of a4 door. hollow
foutfalls descending on stons, and
dying away under the cottage. They
rose again, ending In swiftly patter-
ing foolateps. Like s whiriwind Mes-
cal came rltlmw.h the rlml. black halr
fiylng, dark eyes beaming,

“My darling!™ Oblivious of the
Mormons he uvrun!J;or up and held
her in his arms eacal! Mesoall™
4 ¢ * When he railsed his face
from the tumbling mass of her biaok

alr, the Bishop and his family had
oft the room,

“Listen, Mescal, Be calm. I'm
safé. The rustiers are prisoners. Ona
of them reloased you from Holder-
pness. Tell me whioch one?" .

“I don't know," roplied Mascal, “I've
tried Lo think. [ didn't ses his face;
{ can't remember his volos"

“Think! THink! EHe'll be hanged
I you den't recall something to
identify him. He deserves a ghance.
Holderneas's crowd are thiéves, mur-
derers, But {wo were not all bad.
That showed (he night you were at

ot e |

;&::t*-. i, nrm 1A%

Silver Cup. 1 saved Nebraska"—
e Fops i Cupt rewic

Ooprright, 1910, ty Harser and sod Brothew ) A
CHAPTER XIL musl gave Lhis man wWho saved you.
100 Linged Think! Mescall Think!"
“ SAW you nn'llo the girl's “Oh! 1 can't. Whal—how shall I
handas,™ remember ™
fresegey “Something about him. Think of
‘You did? Well, 4—8 hig cont, his aleove. You must re-
mae!" member gomething. DId you see his

hands ™

"Yes, ‘1 did—when he waa loosing
the cords” sald Moscal, eagerly.
“Long, strong fingers. [ felt them too.
fie has o sharp rough wart on one
hand, | don't know which. He wears
a leather wristband,”

*“That's enough!” Hare bounded out
upon the garden walk and raced back
o the crowded square, The uneasy
olrole stirred and opened for him to
enter. He stumbled over a pile of
lnmsoes which had not been there
when he left. The siony Mormons
waited; the rustlers and
shifted thelr feot. John Caldwell
turned a gray face. Hare bent over
the three dead rustiers lying with
Holderness, and after a momefit of
anxious sorutiny he rose to confront
the lina of prisoners,

“Hold out your hands”

One one they complied, The sixth
rustier in the line, & tall fellow, w%;
plotely masiod, refused to do s
wis bldden. Twics Hare spoke. The
rustler twisted his bound hunds under
his coat.

“Lats sed them,” sgld Hare, quickly,
He grasped the fellow’s arm and re-
celved a violent push that almost
knocked him over. Grappling with
the rustler, he pulled up the bound
bands, In spile of flerce reslatance,
and there were the long fingers, the
uh wart, the laec wristhand.
“Here's my man!” he wsald,

“No," hoarsely mumbled the rustier.
The purspiration ran down his corded
neck: his breast hexved convilsively,

“You fool!"” erfed Hare, dumfounded
and resentful, *1 recogniged s~
Would you rather hang than Hve?
What's your secrot™

He snatohed off the black mask,
The Bishop's eldest son wtood re-
vealod,

“Good God!" éfled Hare, recolling
from that convilsed face.

“Brother! Oh! 1 feared this™
groaned John Caldwell,

The rustlers broke out Into curses
and harsh lasughter.

Yoo e you Mormona! Bee him!
Paul Caldwell! Son of a Buhop!
Thought he waa shepherdin' aheop?”

“D—n you, Hare!" shouted the
rullty Mormon, in passionate fury
and shame. ““Why didn't you hang
me? Why didn't you bury me un.
known

“Caldwelll 1 oan't belleve it oried
Hare, slowly coming to himself, “But
you don't bang. Here, come out of
the crowd. Muks way, men!"

The allent d of Mormons with

und erders wont oo with thé grim
trial leading the bowed and
atrickan Mormnon, Hare drew off to
the side of the town hall and lurned
his back upan the crowd. The eon-
stant trampling of many feet, the
harsh medley of many voloas swelled
intoe one drendful sound. It passed
away, and a long hush followed. But
this In turn was suddenly broken by
hn outery!

‘“Naab{" shouted Hure, “Npab!"

August Naab, his face bard and setl,
and his horse worn and driven, rode

through the crowd, two Indian guldes 80

banlde him,

The old Mormon's eagle eayoa
glanced over the forms dangiing from
the cottonwoods, and to the fils of
walllog men.

“Whers Is heT*

“Thare!"” ammwered John Caldweil,
polnting to the body of Holderneas.

"Who robbed me of my vwo_?
Who killed the rustier?’ Naab's
stsntorian volce rolled over tho lis-
tening wultitude, Init was a hungér
of thwarted hate that held men mute.
He bent a downward gase at the
dead Holderness as if to make sure

of the ghastly reality, Then he

scamed Lo rise f. his saddle, and his

broad nhiln o enpad. n!ﬂ h‘:v—l
13 —blin

ey R Where ls hel

linve own eyesl
Waare Is Harer L

Some one pointed FMare out. as
rwung tnn’hou saddle and soattered
the men before him as If they hud

boen sheep His -hug gray head
and massive shoulders 'arJ ve

abo
the tallest there. .

ﬁm foit again & c0ld senss of fear.
He grew weak in all bis boing. He
reeled when the gray shaggy giant
laid & huge hand on hisn shoulder
and with one pull dragged him close.
Was this his kind Mormon benelao-
tor, this man with the awful eyedT

“You killed Holderness? roared
N.;b' whispered Fiare

W u‘n Bpe "

“You heard me say I'd go alone?
You forestalled ma? You took upon
yoursslf my work? . . . Bpoak,

i S 1T A

“By what right™

“My debt--duty—your
Duve!®™

“Boy! Boy! TYou've robbad me”
Nuab wav fils wrm from thée gap-
ing crowd to the swinging rustiers
~You've led theae white-livered Mor«
mona 0 do my work How can |
avenge my sons—esven sons T

His wag the of the old desert
lion. He loosed Hare, and strode in
magnificent wrath over Holderness
and ralsed his Drawny Msts,

“Highteen years I prayed for
wicked men,” he rolled out. *“Ofe by
one | buried my sons, | ¥ my
springs and my ecattle en I
yielded to the Just for bloed. 1 re-
nounced my religlon. I paid my soul
to overlasting hell for the life of my
foo. But he's dead! Killed by & wild
boy! 1 sold myself to the devil for
nothing!"™

family—

out Ba un-

w‘ 2 the ‘i-l ?&m&

.

ithe nanging rustlors, in the ruthless-
ness of the vigllanies who had de-
wtroyed them, but it spoke Lruest in
the a:uomnn rell of the old Mormon's
wirnth, .

"Augunat, young Hare saved two of
the rustlers,” wpoke up an old friend,
hoping to divert the angry flood.
“Paul Caldwell there, he was one of
them. Tho other's gone™

Naab lcomed over him., "“What!"
he roared. His friend odged away,
ropeating hin words md‘#l‘kln his
thumb backward toward the Bishop's

n.

“Judas Iscariot!” thundered Naah
“False to thyself, thy mrt and thy
God! Therice trallor] * * Wh
daldn’'t you get yourself killed? * *
Why are you left? Ah-h! for me—a
rustier for me to kill—with Wy own
nandsl—A rope there— a rope!”

“I wanied them to hang me™
hoarsely coried Caldwell, writhing la
Naab'sn grasp,

Hare threw all Bis welght and
ltnn.pﬂ! the Mormon's \rof
arm. “Naab! Naab! For God's sake,
hear! He saved Metcal, Thin man,
thisf, traltor, falss Mormon—what-
w:r ha b’-'-!u savod Mosoal” ik

ugust Naab's cyes ware bloods
One shake of his gresat bod tlu:-ﬂ
Hare off. Has dngd Paul w
across the ward Lhe colion-
wood as sanlly as It be were bandling

An empty n-saok.
Hare sudden after him.
"ll l‘! Mlll'l:t‘ -loohhiulnoltn he
oried. o point & mhaking Anger
down the square old Bishop
oame tottering over the graas, lsan-
mﬂ oft hisn cane, shading his o
with his hand.  “August. Ses m
Hishop's coming. FPaul's father! Do
you hear?™' -

Hare's appoal plercsd Naah's hrajn.
The Mgrinon Ider asaw bhis old
Bishop patise & ware at the dark
shapea suspend from the ootton-
woods and hold up his handes in
horror,

Naad loosed hia hold. His frame
seothed wrenched as though by the
pashing of an evil spirit, and the re-
nction Jeft hia face transfigured,
=

_— —]

The House
'Round

the Corner
By Gordon Holmes

by e = o 8
deseried house errc nopf.

byac
d wnknown girl. A British o ficer,
from [mdia, comes jo
Jome there,  Thrills, adveniwre
@ delightful iove story ali blend in
s famous anther’s latest book,

£

Begin in Seri
on

“Faul, i\'s your father, the Bishep™
ha suld, brokenly. “Bo a man, L]
must never know.'" Naab spread wide
his arms to the crowd “Men, [isten,”
he suid.  “Of all of us Mormons

have lost mont, suffered most. Theh'

hear me. Bishop Caldwell must never
know of his son's gullt. He would
sink under It. Kosp the secret. Payl
]\r"l li- A man aguin. T know, 1 see,

or, Mormons, August Naadb has th
Kift of unlnunnl{ -

CHAPTER XIIL.

UMMER gloams of golden sun-
slilng swam under (hd glisten-

Ing red walls of 1he ocanis
Bhadows from white clouds,

llke salls on a derp-biue wea, dark-
oned the I:m‘:ld fields of alfalfn, Cir-
cling columns of smoke were wafled
far above the cottonwoods and foaled
in the still alr, The desort-red oolof
of Navajo blunkets brightensd Lhe

grova

Hall-naked bronze Indians lofled in
the ghade, Jounged on the cabin
porches and stood about the sunny
glade In ldls groups. They wore the
droas of poace. A single i‘-ﬂ-upm
white cagle reathor waved above the
band binding each black head. Thoy
watohed the merry children tumble
round playground. Bilvermane
browsed whoere he llsted undar the
aluﬁy trecs. and many s slhowy red
bhan careaneod his  Mowin mane
Bluck Bolly neighed her § us dig-

pleasurg from the corral and the other Mar

mustangs trampied and kioked and
whistled doflunoe across the bars. The
peacocks preened thelr gorgeous plus-
mage and uttered thelr olerion calis,
The belligerent turkey gobblers sidied
about ruffilng thelr feathers. The
blaokbArds and swallows sang and
Iwittersd their happiness to find old
nests In thé branches and uUnder the
saven. Over wll boomed the dull roar
of the Colorado In food,

It was the mornlng of Mescal's
wedding day
August Nuah, for once without a

lask, sat ustride o pesled log of
driftwoad la the lane, and Hare -.;ood

benide him,
“Five thousand stears, Ind] Wh
do you tefuse them? ‘They're wun{
ton dollars o head to-day In Salt
m«umu. A good start for a youhg

“No, I'm stll] In your debt™

“Then share alike with my sons
in work and profit?™

“Yes, I oan accept that™

"Uood! Jaek, | see happiness and
g"mlﬂ‘h" for you. Do you remem-

that night on the White PRage

tmll? AR! Weoll, the worsl s over.
We can look forward to beltar times.
It's not Jikely the rustiers will ride
Inta Utah again. Bul this desert will
never ba free from sirife™

“Tell me of Meseal”™ satd Mare

“Ah! Yea, I'm voming (o that*®
Nuanb bent his head over the lox and
chipped off litle pieces with . his
knife. “Jack, will you come Into the
Mormen Church?

‘mhMu.‘. ) ruuu-f“.*om '&-’

ably come, and aelﬁ- he met it
bravely as he codld, knowing he
would pain his friend.

“No, August, I ecan't,” he replied
“I feel diferently from
about—about womén. If it waan't for
that! I look upon you an a father,
1'll do anytihing for you, sxeopt that

"The Evening World's |
Kiddie Klub Korne

« Conducted by Eleanor Schorer
The Wonderful Tea Kettle

found 4 treanare, Ax Be ol
often stopped to pal his beautitul
ketlie, When he reached the 0

culled the thres boys
puplls.

they could mot mee what he wanted
sald the priest.
after & while”

down lo admire his prige. He sat
Iéoked atl (L WD long thal he grew

the priest was well anleep.
nolsé in the next room.

new keltls spring into the Alr, turn a somersaull, and eome
with & gharp nose, bushy Lail, and four litle feel

“Oh
tambling back. “Tt will dance on me next
“What are you talking about? aaked
floor and it danced on the table and ou the sereen, and mow L knoWlit
Then they, too, looked through the sereen. There sat the little
looks very much like & tea Kettle to our eves™ J;
“The prieat is waking up. We

The priest awoke and heard the busy !
boyn 1 have” sald he. Bo sdying, he Hghted hia little oharcoal ‘fire,

nis kettie with froah water, and put It ever the fire to heal. il
kettls gave & leap into the air, spliling the hot water All over the

The tinker saw It was & Food kettie,
was soen No more and the priesli waa

—
Cal

v

Oo (Te New Toh Sweming Wend) *

old priest was very happy.

1o the femple where he N

who were

“See here,” he orled to them.
the beautiful keitle that |

s little shop I passed. 1 got it W ”
cheap,

190" Tha
amiled & littis 1o

boys admired i

",

oMl brasa kettle, -
“Now you go on wilh your
“I will hear you ¥
Bo the bhoys wenmt

next room, and the old prest

"

T

“Thete, the
now wa will have to -bshave'™

i

dance! It danced on the foor.

1 wnow it will! nu-n-'

ok

“Do you o¢all that & goblin?

L

ligs of his puplls. "What

her
ia.i

And did you ever think that
coling eventa are '
us l‘nrr‘d.r'r

u

Mormohs | oo

No one could pray te be a better|§rS

our re-
ve no

man than you, Your work,
ligion, your Iife~ Why!
words L0 aay what I feel. Teach me
whut little you can of them, August,
but don't mak meé—ihat™

“Well, wall,”
gray clearness of his sagle oyes
grew shadowed and his worn face
wis sad, JL was the ook of & dirong,
Wiske man who seemed to hear doubt

d fallure knooking at the gate of

in oreed,

“You ask about Mescal" he mused.
“There'y little more to tell.

“PBut her Mmther—ocan you tell me
more of Mim 1

“Little more than ['ve alréady told. | hollda

He was evidently a man of somae rank,
1 sunpected that he rulned his life and
booamae an adventurer. His health was
shatlered when brought him hers
but he got weoll after a year or 4o, g:
was a splendid, handsome fellow.
spoke very seldom, and [ don't refmems
bor ever gesing him smile. His favor.
Iatle wa k waa the river teall. | came
upon Bim there one day and found
him dying. He asked me to have &
care for Mescal. And he died mut-
tering a Bpanish word, & woman's
opame, I think™

“T'Il eherish Mescal the more” sald

-

“Cherish her, yea. My Bible will
thig day give ber a name. We know
#ho has the blood of u great chief
Beautiful she s and g I raised
her for the Mormon Church, but God
disposes after aill.”

August Nuab married Mecsal and
Hare at noon under the shade of the
cottonwoods. Eschtah, magnilicent
in robés of state, stood up with them.
The many members of Nuub's tamily
and the grave Navajos foriued hn at
tontive cirele arvund them. The gere-
mony was briel, MHappy congraiuia-
tions of the Mofon family, a merry
romp of children flinging flowers,
marriags dance of singing Navajos—
theao, with the feast spread under
the ceottonwoods, filled the warm
noon hours of the day.

It was not untll evening that Jack
and Meacal wors alone, The aun
was  seltin behind the Fainted

With hands closely Inter.
woven they waltched the color fade
and the mustering of purple shadows

Twilight fell. Woll crouched all his
long white length, his shuarp poss on
his paws, walohing Mescal. Hare
watched her, too. The night shone In
her eyes, the light of the fire, the
old brooding mystie dessrt-spirit, and
synething more. The thump of Bl
vermane's hobbled heofs waa heard
In the darkness; Holly's bell jangled
musically, The sheep wors bleating
A lum;umo coyote burked, The white
stars blinked out of the blue and
the night bretde whispered softly
among the ﬂau. :

L ANDY
] "', ' ®

nighed Naab, The|

""M_- 3
Ildny weason there ia
which the kiddies show .

RS e bR T

in The Evening W e H
TR
Jeggsi oK

members  live too

Apart from asach othar to

other moetinge possible. But the i

Ala Klub Korner is published th 8

times & wook, so that we really

n!'ImI thees meetings a week, 3
t wrems to me that bedRiise !

of those stories and r b

. .
InEn and  contests and v: ﬁ’
should all be very hatny !nﬂ ]

7, w_ i

Cousin Lleanor. wigh

Droamber Writina Contest, U

Ten prizes of ons Anllar ench Wi
awarded ten Klddls Klub
agen from slx to Aftesn, Inclusive,
write the hest Christmas storfen

A mote from the parenl or sied
maying that the story Is original
has no! bheen copied must ||
each rtory. The storlen may bhe :
actunl fxperienees, or el 4 nnes,
they murt be compored entiroly by
Kiddien,

Contostants must #tate name,
address, and eertificate number. !

Address  Counin  Eleanor, Eva ..i"-
World Kiddle Club; No. 81 Park Rod i
New York City, T o™

Conteat ploses Docomber Ist. * -
HOW T@ JOIN THE u'\.i‘t ANDE. &
OBTAIN YOUR PI

|

-y

“Kiub Pin"
A ol
L.

Ty
wiih &
rfhale




